
The Tragedie 

And thus my battell (ball he ordered* „ 

My foreward (bail be drawne in length. 

Confiding equally of horfe and Foote, 

Our Archers (hail be placed in the midft, 

/ohn Du^cof Ncrffclke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading cf the Foote and horfe, 

They thus dire (fled, we will follow 

In the maine battell, whefe puiflancc on cither fide 

Shall be well winged with ourchiefeft horfe: 

This^and Saint George to boote,whar thinkeft thou Nor. 

Nor. A good direction warlike foucraigne, Hefheweth 
This found I on my tent this morning. him a paper. 

lochcj of Not ffolkc be net jo bold y 

For Dickon thy matfier it bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuifed by the enemie, 

Goe Gentclcmcn cucry man vnto his charge, 

Let not our babling dreames affright our foulcs, 
Confciencc is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifdcas firft to keepe the flrong in aw e, 

Our firong arrocs be our confciencc, fivords our Iawc 
March on, ioync brauely,lctvs>tooit pcllmcil, 

If not to hcauen,then hand in hand to hell. His Oral ton to 

What fiiall I fay more then I haue inferdj hit Armie. 
Remember whom you are to cope withal!, 

A fort of vagabonds , rafcols and runawaics, 

■d leum of Bnttair.s,and bafe lackey pefants. 

Whom their orccloyed country vomits forth 
To defperareaduentures & allur’d dcflru&ion. 

You fleeping fafe,they bring you to vnre ft: 

You haumg lands, & blcft with beauteous wiues, 

They would reftraine the one,diftainethe other, 

And who doth load them butapaltrcy fellowf 
Long kept in fkittaine at our mothers coft, 

A tnilkefopt , one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fiiooes in fnow : 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the fcasagaine. 

La (h hence theleoucrwCening rags of France, 

Thclefamilht beggers weary oftheir liues, 

Who but for dreaming on tin's fond exployt. 

For want ofmeansp^ore rats had hangd themfclucs 
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of Richard the third, 

ifwe be conquered,Ictmen conquere vs, , ! 

Andnotthcfe baftard Brittaines whom our fathers , 

Haue in their ownc land beaten, bobd and thumpt, V 

And on record left them the heires of ihame. 

Shall thefeenioy our lands, lye with our wiues? 

Rauifli our daughters, harke I hearc their drum, 

Right Gentlemen ofEngland,fightboldlyyeomcn, 

Draw Archers draw, your arrow's to the head, 

Spuryourproud hor/es hard, and ride in bloud, 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 
tf'hatfaies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power ? 

Jl4ef. My Lord, he dethdenie tocomc. 

King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the encinie is part the marfh, 

After the battaile, let George Scanlcy die. 

King. A thoufand hearts arc great within my bofbme, 

Aduance our ftandards,fct vpon our foes, 

Our auncient word ofcourage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon thengvidoric fits on cur helpes. 

Ahirnm.excurfwns, Enter Catesbie. 

Cot. Refcew my Lord of Norfolke,refcew,refccw 
The King ena<fts more wonders then a roan, 

Daring an eppofite tocuery danger, 

His horfe is flainc,and all on footc he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refccw faire Lord, or elfe the day is loft. Enter Richard. 

Kin. A horfe, a horfe, my kingdomeforahorfe. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord, tie hclpeyou to a horfe. 

Kin. Slauc I haue fet my life vpon a caft 
And I will ftand the hazard ofthe dye, 

Ithinkethcrc be fixeRichmonds in the field, v 

hue haue I ft line to day, in ftead of him. 

A horfe,a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe. 
dlarm, Enter Richard and Richmond,/ hey fight. Richard it flaitte, 
then re trait betngfounded. Enter R tchmond , Darbj be anno the 
crowneyWith ether Lords # 

Ri. God and yourarmes be praifed vnftorious friends, 

'he day is ours, the bloudiedog is dead. 

Gouragious Richmond,wcl haft thou acquit thee, 
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